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— INTRODUCTION — 



The world is like a ride at an amusement 
park, and when you choose to go on it you 
think it's real because that's how power- 
ful our minds are. [. . .] Some people have been 
on the ride for a long time, and they begin to 
question, "Is this real, or is this just a ride?" 
And other people have remembered, and they 
come back to us, and they say, "Hey, don't worry. 
Don't be afraid ever, because this is just a ride." 

And we.. .kill those people. "Shut him up. We 
have a lot invested in this ride. Shut him 
up. Look at my furrows of worry. Look at my 
big bank account, and my family. This has 
to be real." 

It's just a ride. [. . .] It's just a ride. 1 



- Bill Hicks 
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Who — in their rational mind — would care to 
live on a desert island, with no known method 
of escape? 

Yet, doesn ' t all of humanity reside on a desert 
island, with no suitable plan of circumvention, 
should they be forced to evacuate the celes- 
tial body they call home? 

Isn't it plausible Earth is a sizable spacecraft 
traversing the Universe? This being accurate, 
wouldn't each human upon this vessel be an 
astronaut? 2 If such is so, doesn't it benefit us 
to maintain the ship upon which we're travel- 
ing? Doesn't deliberately damaging this craft 
ensure our demise? 

Then what's with all the atomic and nuclear 
testing? How about the pernicious burning of 
fossil fuels? What used car salesman sold us 
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on continuously leaking nuclear power plants, 
when we've the biggest fusion reactor in this 
Solar System residing in our celestial back- 
yard? 3 And what of the hundreds of thou- 
sands of tons of radioactive garbage created 
by these facilities, for which we have no fea- 
sible method of storage? 4 

Moreover, if Homo sapiens are astronauts on 
this vessel, doesn't destruction of each other 
mean termination of us all? It's analogous to 
Spock continuously conspiring to kill Kirk. If 
such were so, the USS Enterprise would crash 
before its crew could complete season one. 

As humans, we see ourselves as the consum- 
mate of intellect. In actuality, we can't know 
much, since this Universe is vast, and we're 
solely one species of insect on a microscopic 
dot in the cosmic spectrum. 
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Earth is a speck of dust in a colossal celestial 
ocean. Upon that particle is an even more mi- 
nuscule morsel known as humanity. 5 

It's essential to our survival we learn as much 
about our environment as possible. Yet, doc- 
trines like the Bible, the Koran and the Torah 
assure us there's nothing we need research 
outside them, since they're dogmas of some 
omniscient deity, and thus explain everything 
there is to know. If all humankind were to have 
lived by the letter of these publications, we 
would' ve invented nothing, and still be marvel- 
ing at fire. 

Even though the above books assert to pos- 
sessing answers to every question asked, why 
can't we reference them for the solution to 
sustained nuclear fusion, interstellar travel, 
or proper programming of a VCR? 
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Unraveled — as its title proposes — disentan- 
gles what most humans believe is reality. It's 
a difficult truth to learn you've been living a 
series of lies, when you're 103. Examine the 
pages within. You'll question what you once 
believed was real. 

When you view the human plight from an im- 
partial eye, the insanity of what most of us 
are doing is all too apparent. 

Apart from the author, nobody's gonna read 
this book. I'm not referring to people buying 
this scandalous softcover. Money is a bane to 
us all. I'm simply speaking of those who will 
study it. This is too bad, as the erudition that 
follows is thicker than a five pound pork chop. 

Then again, most individuals — probably you 
included — don't live in reality. 
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ENLIGHTENMENT 



A lot of Christians wear crosses around 
their necks. You think when Jesus comes 
back he ever wants to see a fuckin' cross? 1 

- Bill Hicks 
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"My husband cums in the first five minutes." 

I needed to hear this about as much as Kojak 
needed hair ties. 

"I've been married 1 8 years, and have never 
had an orgasm during intercourse." 

Like 1 400-DPI, color photos of one's colon, it 
was more info than I'd asked for. Even so, the 
naked woman beneath me clearly wanted to 
come clean — so to speak. 

It was at that point I realized how imprisoned 
humans had become; how insane their mores 
were. A mandate created by some nameless 
control freak, at an undisclosed point in his- 
tory, meant the undulant housewife beneath 
me couldn't leave her lover in order to shoot a 
decent load of girl cum?! 
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Inserting myself, I pumped away. We reached 
the six minute mark, as old boundaries were 
obliterated. 

Let's get something straight. I'm as appeal- 
ing in bed as a Dutch oven. If it took a person 
like me to make this woman orgasm, there was 
something seriously wrong regarding the par- 
adigm in which we resided. 

As years passed, I'd realize it was more than 
just one portion of the human endeavor that 
was out of whack. The entire system, to its 
core, was fucked. At this early stage, how- 
ever, amidst the glow of methane from a cow 
pasture adjacent this Motel Sex, it was appar- 
ent how irrational an institution like marriage 
was. Because someone wants to make money 
off you — should you choose to divorce — 
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you're obligated by a silly directive to remain 
unhappy and unsatisfied? 

Pondering this slavery to an inscrutable mas- 
ter, I continued to pump away, and ostensibly 
orgasms one and two commenced. 

At this point, I'd been with maybe a thousand 
women, and most of them declared the same 
thing: they felt trapped by the system. 

What was this enigmatic order to which they 
alluded? 

Who knew, but they'd been scared to contra- 
dict it. Hence hesitant to shatter the shackles 
of marriage, frightened of religious wrath, or 
fearful of satiating their inherent desires, and 
being deemed a slut. They'd bought into this 
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scheme that was developed to engender anx- 
iety, and thereby obtain control. 

Orgasms three, four and five. 

I was glad I'd seen the fallacy of this system 
early, and refused to adhere to it. If I hadn't, 
I'd have been married by now — beaten into 
submission by a wife and children I abhorred. 
Even worse, perhaps I would 've gone the sac- 
rosanct route — like countless clergy — and 
dabbled in pedophilia as a hobby. 

As I reached for lube, my ephemeral lover's 
orgasms were now occurring every 60 sec- 
onds. I thanked myself for not falling prey to 
the lunacy so many around me had. 

Bob Blake — as Baretta — shot some dude on 
the six channel Sony in fantastic Technicolor. 
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The plump blonde joined at my hip stopped for 
a minute, catching her breath and gulping the 
32 ounce Screwdriver I'd mixed her — with a 
splash of orange juice for coloring. 

Grainy shades of moonlight pierced her ample 
ass through curtains some obviously massive 
insect had been feasting on for years. 

Although the encounter was as common for 
me as breakfast beer, this particular incident 
was a catalyst. The words I'd heard so often 
before — from so many women — placed me 
on a path for truth. If the marriage thing was 
a scam, what other lies were we being forced 
to deep throat? 

Draggin' my TV out to the desert, I mercifully 
filled its workings with low-caliber bullets, and 
began to question everything. I embarked on 
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a reading frenzy, and haven't stopped since. 
Comic books, warning labels, cryptic scratch- 
ings on matchbooks at Interstate truck stops 
— all were fair game. When my filter for the 
fallacious began working at optimal speed, I'd 
metastasized 95% of what I'd digested, and 
honed in on the relevant. 

The prognosis was bleak. Humans had been — 
and were being — fucked like a nymphomani- 
ac porn actress. 

The upside? Contrary to what we ' ve been told 
by those causing our dilemmas, solutions are 
simple. 2,3,4 Hence, peruse this publication with 
optimism. Shit may appear grim, but — like a 
two-piece puzzle — we can put things back to- 
gether correctly in no time. 
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HUMANITY: THE GRAND ILLUSION 



So if you think your life is complete con- 
fusion 

Because your neighbor's got it made 
Just remember that it's a Grand Illusion 
Deep inside we're all the same 1 

— Styx 
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There was once a planet called Earth. Upon 
this diminutive blue-green ball — for a while, 
anyway — existed a species termed humans. 
Most of this breed falsely believed they were 
the only tenants of the Universe, or at least 
the pinnacle of the food chain. This, despite 
they knew not who they were, from whence 
they came, nor how to escape Earth should 
they need to. 

Said feeble-minded lot spent the majority of 
their existence amassing strips of fabric — 
known as cash — that inherently had no value 
to them. Even while giant space rocks hurtled 
their way, 2 humans took no notice, and contin- 
ued engaging in this useless task. Provided nu- 
merous warnings, their need to court the in- 
significant was unquenchable. 
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In addition to the meaningless accumulation 
of these swatches of fiber, humans decided it 
would be a great idea to separate from each 
other. Even though logic dictated they ally to 
save themselves from what seemed an omni- 
potent Universe, they rather chose to divide. 
Resultantly, what was known as countries — 
complete with imaginary boundaries — were 
created. 

But sequestering — by way of this new imple- 
ment — was not enough. It became essential 
the members of these fictitious territories kill 
their own, should they happen to reside in dif- 
ferent regions. This humans called war, nec- 
essary to retaining the illusory borders of the 
illusory countries. 

While natural forces — known as diseases — 
annihilated this breed with dexterity, humans 
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felt the strong desire to assist, killing as many 
of each other as they could. 

At some point, the most peremptory of these 
territories was known as the United States — 
or U.S. for short. Members of this region were 
falsely led to believe — via a system of prop- 
aganda known as school — theirs was a spe- 
cial make-believe territory, espousing ethics 
never before entertained. In reality, the U.S. 
was founded upon the same tenets — mur- 
der, rape and thievery — as any other coun- 
try. 

Residents of the United States were forced to 
pledge compliance to die for their territory to 
another useless strip of fabric called the flag. 
While most of the U.S. population told them- 
selves there's was an ethical endeavor, their 
ancestors had massacred, forcibly fucked 
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and stolen from the humans who had former- 
ly inhabited this region. Afterward, they de- 
veloped a holiday — a gala — and referred to 
it as Thanksgiving to commemorate this monu- 
mental extermination. The population of the 
United States celebrated this festival yearly, 
forgetting the mass of humanity erased, now 
represented by this jovial event. 

All the while, the enormous asteroids contin- 
ued to race toward Earth. 

Although money didn't exist, holidays helped 
create so much more of this apocryphal ideal, 
humans were unable to cease at one. Hence, 
Christmas, which exalted the birth of Jesus 
Christ — a fictional godhead for which there 
was no historical basis. This holiday was cele- 
brated by homage to a fat geriatric with the 
ability to visit every home on Earth in a single 
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night. Said swollen senior commanded a sled 
powered by eight animals with no wings, that 
magically possessed a mastery of aerial navi- 
gation. 

And then came Easter — a festival observing 
the death and resurrection of Jesus Christ, by 
pretending a monstrous rabbit left chocolate 
eggs during the night. 3 

Since self-annihilation seemed paramount to 
humanity, Memorial and Veterans Days were 
designed to provide gratitude to hired assas- 
sins — termed soldiers — able to kill more of 
their own than typical humans. 4 

Fictitious regions known as countries required 
equally fictitious leaders known as Presidents. 
These nonexistent commanders — who anni- 
hilated more people in one day than most sol- 
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diers during entire careers — also possessed 
their own holiday. 

But humans couldn't stop with adoration only 
on certain dates. They felt the need to idolize 
these consummate killers all the time. Hence, 
cash was decorated with the faces of these 
pretend leaders. 

George Washington — a man who owned more 
than 300 slaves and would, in most eras, be 
incarcerated for such — was the first of these 
Presidents. 5 His memory was apotheosized in 
denominations of cash known as the quarter, 
as well as the dollar bill. 

Abraham Lincoln — an overt racist and mass 
murderer — was glorified on currency called 
the penny, and the five dollar bill. 6 
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President Andrew Jackson — a lightly-toned 
human with proficiency for killing dark-toned 
humans — was remembered on the 20 dollar 
bill. 7 

This veneration wouldn't be confined to Pres- 
idents, though. Pretend protectors — termed 
gods — were imperative when controlling the 
population, should citizens become insurgent 
toward the imaginary rulers. Of course, these 
deities required homage. Over millennia, nu- 
merous gods came and went — all dismissed 
as absurd by subsequent generations. None 
of these supreme beings were validated by 
physical evidence, and yet each was revered 
by the majority of humanity. 

Noble traits were assigned these gods, which 
humans were informed they'd be judicious to 
emulate. This, even though the deity of the 
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Jews — a portion of humanity excluding itself 
from others — commanded its adherents to 
slaughter, rape and plunder. 8,9 The godhead 
of the Christians — another chunk of human- 
kind eager to separate themselves — admon- 
ished those who failed to admire it, they'd be 
eternally burned and eaten alive. 

Even without palpable proof of the existence 
of these deities, the bulk of humans declared 
belief in them, promulgating reverence again 
on cash. Hence the slogan "In God We Trust" 
on all forms of U.S. currency. Edicts of these 
gods were pronounced by individuals the ilk of 
Mother Teresa — a fraud and mass murderer. 

Although humans felt themselves shrewd for 
not believing the unsubstantiated word of a 
car salesman, they were willing to follow an 
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invisible, silver-whiskered senior existing in an 
equally undetectable, gold city in the sky. 

All this, while wayward asteroids sped toward 
Earth. 

It appeared humanity thrived on delusion, and 
couldn't have created a more pernicious par- 
adigm. 

And then came the Atomic Age — an era dur- 
ing which this breed developed the capacity to 
exterminate itself. Prior, natural forces would 
have been the only cause for the extinguish- 
ment of humankind. Now, thanks to the ability 
to split, as well as fuse atoms, humans could 
eliminate their type in moments. This talent 
was captured in an invention called a bomb. 
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Thousands of these contraptions were made 
and pointed at each person on Earth. Hence, 
the entire population of this breed was min- 
utes from nuclear demolition — and would be 
for years — although they'd done nothing to 
warrant such abuse. Oddly, humans did little 
to free themselves from this enslavement — 
enabling the imaginary leaders to incarcerate 
by threat. 

Even though humanity had the Sun at its dis- 
posal — a source creating more energy in one 
second than humans produced in their entire 
existence — leaders spuriously informed this 
breed it was exigent they split atoms. Hence, 
mammoth facilities — termed nuclear power 
plants — were developed, where this process 
was undergone. Humans were fallaciously in- 
formed this endeavor was safe. In reality, one 
meltdown — a term denoting the unplanned 
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destruction of a nuclear power plant — could 
easily set in motion a chain of similar events 
that led to obliteration of this tiny species. In 
addition, humans had no means of storing the 
waste generated by this process; debris that 
would last for — in certain cases — billions of 
years. Excess that would be the most deadly 
substance known to humanity. 10 

Not only did the leaders of this breed sanction 
all nuclear power plants, not one of these fa- 
cilities was developed without cash from their 
respective dominions. 

This decrepit domicile was built on the feeble 
foundation of a sole power grid that provided 
electricity to the humans, and also prevented 
all nuclear manufactories from melting down. 
Should that single failsafe stop working — as 
it had no back-up — all nuclear power plants 
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the Earth over would release their products, 
terminating life on the planet. 11 

Able to control via suppression, governments 
failed to inform citizens of these crucial facts 
— which included the ability to overcome this 
problem by building a second power grid. 

Such was the dilemma of humans. Their fate 
was their own to decide. As of this writing, it 
remains uncertain what became of this infant 
of the cosmos. 
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TRENCH TALE #1 



The friend of my friend is my friend. 

— Anonymous 
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Road trippin' swing venues in the Midwest, I 
lighted upon a locale deep in the woods. What 
resulted was a 1 3 hour magnum opus of sex- 
ual torment, as well as a piercing preview into 
swingin' down-home-style. 

Upon arrival at said locale before 3 PM, I pro- 
ceeded to watch a looping lineup of XXX fea- 
tures, continually headlining an actor resem- 
bling a disabled Matthew Perry from Friends. 
Following three hours of this cinematic low — 
without a tactile female in sight — I realized I 
was in for a long haul. 

I alternated walking the parking lot, counting 
the hair follicles on my satchel and observing 
our struggling post-sitcom actor pound away 
at delicious dames. 
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By 8 o'clock, things were progressing as rap- 
idly as a peanut butter speed eating contest. 

By 9, I was pulling fire ants off a giant, strug- 
gling worm along the grass lining the estab- 
lishment. 

At 1 0, people began arriving. Unfortunately, 
they were dudes seeking the same thing I was 
— women. 

By 1 0:30, we had our first female in attend- 
ance. Said senorita sallied up to the bar with 
her boyfriend, and extracted cream-colored 
tits from her blouse, whilst downing Buttery 
Nipple shots. A smooth talker — we'll refer to 
as Dong Juan — approached, plying his prod- 
uct. Seconds later, he was rejected like a 1 2 
ounce porterhouse down a vegan's throat. In 
the ensuing tete-a-tete, I heard the woman's 
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paramour utter the always clever, "Fuck off!" 
and, "Get the hell outta' here!" 

Smoldering, Juan retreated to his table. Being 
consoled by Lou — a second regular — DJ ap- 
plied the obvious ego Band-Aid, promulgating 
his wondrous attributes, of which the woman 
would now be unable to enjoy. "I work out two 
times a week! Bitch don't know what the fuck 
she's missin'!" I scrambled for a cocktail nap- 
kin and pen on that one, so the above is a di- 
rect quote from Dong. 

By 1 1 , a second duo arrived, securing a seat 
contiguous the first couple. Once again, more 
breasts were bared, as an impromptu handjob 
took place, though partners were not traded. 
Discouraged, Dong departed. Seeking a front 
row seat, I grabbed his abandoned chair, and 
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witnessed four bouncing boobs, and a flaccid 
penis being stroked. 

By 11:10, Juan returned, at which point I of- 
fered him back his seat. Furious, he declined, 
and refused to shake my hand as I introduced 
myself. 

By 11:15, the show was over, but three more 
couples had arrived. I worked as much action 
as I could, but being shorter than true tales, 
found myself denied like a 1 0 year old order- 
ing a Martini at a bar. 

Similar to a pinball against a rubber bumper, I 
bounced across the dance floor and was rap- 
idly shunned by a second duo. 

Being solely guided by sex, and having no ego 
— due to the fact I resemble a Mexican game 
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show host — I finally struck up a decent con- 
versation with Mindy and Raul. 

After enduring three hours recounting of said 
couple's wacky suburban adventures with six 
cats, three dogs and four kids, nausea set in. 
Unfortunately, every time I attempted to dis- 
engage from discourse, Mindy committed me 
to continued confabulation. Eventually, I was 
able to excuse myself to the shit box. On re- 
turning, I watched in horror as every woman 
in the venue migrated to the couples theater 
— no man's land for the single dude. 

I took up ephemeral residence in the adjacent 
cinema, where I could meekly observe the en- 
suing action via an adjoining window covered 
in tinting darker than Seal's asshole. On the 
sofa behind me was Lou — who'd previously 
told me never speak to him; Dong Juan; some 
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gay guy named Jim; and a nameless, yet con- 
versant dude, smokin' bowls, drinkin' PBR and 
jackin'-off. 

I didn't believe the scene could've been more 
pathetic, until I discerned none of the duos in 
the couples theater were swapping. Each pair 
played solely with their significant other. This 
creepy-as-yA Clockwork Orange activity con- 
tinued until 3 AM, at which point everybody 
dressed and departed. The scenario was a se- 
quence from the XXX version of The Stepford 
Wives. 

The icing on the cake was when Lou broke the 
shameful silence, querying if I'd received sex 
that night. What the fuck—?! I'd been stand- 
ing across the room from him for the last two 
hours, doing my best to observe group copu- 
lation — minus the group — with bulletproof 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality " Comes Apart 36 



glass between me and anything female. How 
did this Heartbreaker of the Hinterlands de- 
duce I'd received anything but a pair of balls 
bluer than a clear summer sky?!? 

Hence, I informed said Seducer of the Sticks I 
actually did hook-up that night, fucking six of 
the 1 0 women on the other side of the glass. 

"Good for you," Louis meagerly proclaimed in 
forlorn frustration, as he jacked-off against a 
vacant wall. "I hope your cock falls off." 

Surmising Tears for Fears' Roland Orzabal will 
be named Musician of the Millennium before 
single guys engage in heterosexual coitus at 
this locale, I departed. 

On the drive home — through a backcountry 
region resembling L.A.'s Crenshaw Boulevard 
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— I pondered my prospects. Being flaked on 
by numerous online hopefuls, it seemed I was 
down to one. A 67 year old nuclear engineer 
who, like so many women in these parts, ex- 
pressed interest, but disappeared faster than 
virginity in a pro bono brothel. 
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WORLD TRADE CENTER 7 



You have owners. They own you. They own 
everything. They own all the important land. 
They own and control all the corporations. 
They've long since bought and paid for the 
Senate, the Congress, the state houses, the 
city halls. They've got the judges in their 
back pockets, and they own all the big me- 
dia companies, so they control just about 
all the news and information you get to hear. 
They got ya' by the balls. 

[. . .] Well we know what they want. They want 
more for themselves and less for every- 
body else. But I'll tell you what they don't 
want. They don't want a population of citi- 
zens capable of critical thinking. 

[. . .] They don't want people who are smart 
enough to sit around the kitchen table and 
figure out how badly they're getting fucked 
by a system that threw them overboard 30 
fuckin' years ago. They don't want that. You 
know what they want? They want obedient 
workers. Obedient workers. 1 



— George Carlin 
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September 1 1 , 2001 . Some shit came down. 
From a cosmic context, it didn't mean much, 
but for humanity, it was a game changer — at 
the risk of sounding bromidic. A few thousand 
folk died in what the U.S. government alleges 
was a terrorist attack on domestic ground. 

Let's analyze the above pronouncement, and 
thereby dismiss it. Prior to humans, there was 
no domestic nor foreign soil. Planet Earth had 
land accessible to anyone, or anything. Altru- 
istic of this celestial ball, don't ya' think? 

Along came a sentient species, ravenous for 
control, and speciously divided up this gratu- 
itous ground. Far before humans existed, and 
long after, their territorial boundaries — from 
an empyrean standpoint — didn't mean any- 
thing. Thus, the ideology of domestic and for- 
eign was solely implemented so some fright- 
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ened control freak could retain what he, she 
or it perceived as domination. 

Hence, no attack on domestic soil, as the ideas 
of domestic and foreign are meaningless. 

Let's move on, shall we? 

Approximately 3,000 people perished on the 
aforementioned date, as a result of this inci- 
dent. Again, within this paradigm, not a major 
deal, since thousands die every day. From a 
cosmic framework — as there are countless 
species Universally — not much of a dent. 

Where proceedings do become important are 
on the microcosmic level. Even more impera- 
tive, September 1 1 , 2001 , left behind defin- 
itive evidence as to who'd been guilty of sab- 
otage against humanity for some time. 
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Three steel-framed skyscrapers — two 1 1 0 
stories, another 47 floors tall — were obliter- 
ated by two planes. 

Let's repeat this sentence, which defines the 
official government theory— a hypothesis a sig- 
nificant percentage of Americans is no longer 
buying. Two planes demolish three buildings. 

Two planes. Three buildings. Math that defies 
known logic, at this point. 

According to the U.S. hegemony, these mam- 
moth edifices were felled by office fires, gen- 
erated by commercial airliners crashing into 
two of them. The structures in question were 
steel-framed skyscrapers — a type of build- 
ing that hadn't prior, nor since, collapsed due 
to conflagration. 
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The following chapter won't impart extensive 
details regarding this event — as such would 
require an entire book. However, this segment 
will provide meaty hunks of veracity blasting 
cannonball holes in the tenuous hypothesis the 
American government provides us all. 

Let's revisit simple mathematics: two planes, 
three structures. 

That equation should cause people to inquire, 
"What the fuck-?!?" 

Since a capacious faction don't realize there 
was a third building — World Trade Center 7 — 
that disintegrated on September 11, few query 
what we've been told. 

Let's start with the most obvious problem re- 
garding the official report of 9/1 1 . There are 
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two main suspects implicated in this crime: al- 
Qaeda and the U.S. government, itself. The 
latter was tasked — via the 9/1 1 Commission 
and NIST (the National Institute of Standards 
and Technology) — to determine what tran- 
spired on September, 1 1, 2001. The afore- 
mentioned are government organizations. 

How often does one find a main suspect to a 
crime allowed to solve that malfeasance? By 
this rationale, shouldn't al-Qaeda be provid- 
ed the opportunity to investigate this trans- 
gression, as well? 

We're left to ponder the fact not only had no 
other steel-framed skyscraper in history col- 
lapsed due to fire, but three such edifices, on 
a single day, in the same locale, came to this 
demise. 
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Since we've addressed problems posed by ba- 
sic math — in opposition to the official theory 
— let's move on to dilemmas caused by sim- 
ple physics. Via NIST, the government would 
have us believe all 267 stories of World Trade 
Center 1 , 2 and 7 toppled due to warping steel, 
resultant of office fires. It's well known such 
blazes can reach nowhere near the tempera- 
ture required to accomplish this. 



Structural steel does not begin to melt un- 
til it reaches about 2,700 degrees Fahrenheit. 
NIST does not suggest that any of the steel 
in WTC 7 [World Trade Center Building 7] 
came anywhere close to this temperature. Its 
most extravagant claim is that some of the 
beams reached 1,250 degrees Fahrenheit. 2 



Melting and warping steel happen at different 
febricity, but office blazes could never have 
burnt so virulently to collapse a 47 story sky- 
scraper, let alone two buildings, each 1 1 0 floors 
tall. In addition, what could have caused pools 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality- " Comes Apart 46 

of molten iron, molybdenum and steel found 
in the World Trade Center rubble? Tempera- 
tures necessary for the above to be present 
could never have been generated by office 
fires, but would definitely have been a result 
of explosives. Infernos within the aftermath 
raged for weeks — an occurrence impossible 
due to the low-level heat produced by smol- 
dering office equipment. 

NIST itself reported that it found no evidence 
that any of [the steel in the Twin Towers] had 
reached temperatures above 1,100 degrees 
Fahrenheit. NIST also explicitly stated that 
the fires in the towers could not have melted 
any steel. 3 

Copious proof of nano-thermite and thermate 

— both products of highly-charged explosives 

— were found in the ruins of WTC 1 , 2 and 7. 
Office fires could nofhave produced these in- 
cendiary footprints, which are solely created 
by detonations. 
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We discover that numerous steel-frame sky- 
scrapers throughout history had endured in- 
fernos much greater than those witnessed on 
9/1 1 , but none fell as a result. 

In 1 988, a blaze burned in the First Interstate 
Bank of Los Angeles for three and a half hours, 
yet the building failed to collapse. An inferno 
in 1 991 engulfed a skyscraper at One Meridian 
Plaza in Philadelphia for 18 hours, but didn't 
bring the structure down. A high-rise pyre con- 
tinued 17 hours in Caracas, Venezuela, and 
the massive edifice remained standing. 

In opposition to the infernos within these three 
buildings, fires in World Trade Center 7, as well 
as WTC 1 and 2, were dying. Blazes in these 
structures emitted black, opaque smoke, and 
were thus going out. As anyone who's built a 
fire in a fireplace will note, flames burning hot- 
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test emit little exhaust, and those dwindling 
— thus least hot — produce copious amounts 
of dark smoke. This was evidenced by fires in 
all three buildings that collapsed at the World 
Trade Center on September 1 1 , 2001 . 

Additionally, according to NIST, these blazes 
were fueled by office furnishings, which were 
designed to be flame-retardant. Columns and 
supporting beams of WTC 1 , 2 and 7 were also 
coated with fire-proofing products. 

As anybody can deduce — via online videos 
of the World Trade Center collapses — build- 
ings were brought down in a controlled, sym- 
metrical fashion. Since the official theory as- 
serts these edifices endured disparate fires on 
various floors, shouldn't the skyscrapers have 
come down in a disorderly way? Previous to, and 
after these occurrences, the only method by 
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which structures near these magnitudes were 
destroyed was controlled demolition. 

For WTC 7 to have fallen in the fashion it did 
— precisely into its own footprint — it would 
be necessary 82 structural columns demolish 
at the same rate, at the same time. It' s a physi- 
cal impossibility a series of office fires could 
have caused such a scenario. 

Then we have the problem of the evidence it- 
self. Before an investigation could commence, 
the government carted the remaining portions 
of all three structures to China, and melted it 
down. Isn't this destruction of evidence, and 
thereby obstruction of justice? 

One need realize the U.S. hegemony wasn't 
even going to conduct an investigation of 9/1 1 
until the Jersey Girls — a group of widows, due 
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to the events of that day — generated suffi- 
cient notoriety to force the interim regime's 
hand. This being said, the accuracy of NIST's 
findings is highly questionable, as its conclu- 
sions were based upon computer simulations, 
as opposed to the evidence, itself. Variables 
were fabricated by this government agency, 
until "sufficient" results were obtained. Even 
so, the National Institute of Standards and Tech- 
nology was unable to reproduce what ensued 
on 9/1 1 , and their conclusions defied known 
laws of physics. 

In the end, 1 1 8 of 503 firefighters interviewed 
on site professed to experiencing, hearing or 
seeing explosives in use during the collapse of 
WTC 1 , 2 and 7. Such testimony has been la- 
beled inadmissible in the final NIST report. 

Eyewitness corroboration via Barry Jennings 
and Michael Hess — deputy director of the 
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Emergency Services Department of the New 
York City Housing Authority; and New York 
City's chief lawyer, respectively — was dis- 
missed by NIST. Both individuals were inside 
WTC 7 shortly before the building came down, 
and both maintained experiencing explosions 
within the edifice. 

And what of NIST's admission Building 7 col- 
lapsed for 2.25 seconds at free fall accelera- 
tion? This is equivalent to dropping a bowling 
ball off a roof. Physics a child can understand 
prove if something obstructs this object, it's 
descent speed will decrease. The only way the 
ball can drop at the rate of gravity would be if 
nothing impeded it. This constant remains true 
for WTC 7. For this structure to have fallen at 
freefall speed, the edifice below the descend- 
ing floors would had to have been removed. 
This feat is unattainable via office fires, but 
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can easily be accomplished through controlled 
demolition. Even when not collapsing at free- 
fall speed, both WTC 7, as well as Buildings 1 
and 2, dropped at a velocity so close to that 
of gravity, such could only have been caused 
by regulated destruction, via placed charges. 

None of the above even addresses the official 
theory concerning the Pentagon, nor an open 
field in Shanksville, Pennsylvania, which were 
also targets during September 1 1 , 2001 . 

The former is obviously one of the most sur- 
veyed buildings on the planet. One wouldn't 
be surprised to discover closed-circuit televi- 
sion cameras in the toilets of this edifice, and 
yet five frames of video is all we're provided 
to explain what happened here during 9/1 1 ? 
According to the government theory, a jumbo 
jet crashed into the Pentagon, but these five 
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frames provide no such evidence. We've an 
ambiguous explosion into the building in ques- 
tion, caused by nothing in particular. All this 
from one of the most secure facilities on Earth. 
Should an hegemony wish to dispel contradic- 
tory conclusions, why wouldn't they produce 
exhaustive footage — which they obviously 
possess — that would end the dilemma once 
and for all? 

How did Flight 93 in Shanksville, Pennsylva- 
nia, evaporate — when no other airliner in his- 
tory has — upon impact with soft ground, no 
less. 

Again, this chapter is solely meant to address 
— in broad terms — World Trade Center 7, a 
building approximately 50% of Americans, to 
this day, don't even realize collapsed. Hence, 
details regarding WTC 1 , 2, the Pentagon and 
Shanksville will be saved for a later volume. 
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Before moving on to the next segment, though, 
ask yourself: Do you think a ragtag group of 
individuals living in caves could have pulled 
off a mission of this magnitude against the most 
technologically advanced nation on Earth? 

One would either have to be ignorant, or se- 
verely retarded, in order to believe what the 
U.S. government is asserting regarding 9/1 1 . 
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TRENCH TALE #2 



All the words on the wall 

Look the same in the mirror 

Every riddle and every clue. 

You've got Allah in the east 

You've got Jesus in the west 

Christ, what's a man to do? 

They'll find a cure for anything 

Just kill the pain, or numb my brain 

We see a man speakin' the word of God 

Proven to be a fraud 

His own church applauds 

Stop lookin' out, start lookin' in 

Be your own best friend 1 

— Van Halen 
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She was a butch lesbian with a thirst for dong, 
whilst her girlfriend was at work. I was a loser 
comin' off a blindfolded housewife gangbang. 

Thanks to an invention called the Internet — 
created by Al Gore 2 — our paths crossed. 

The wild card in the deck? A 60 pound Pit Bull 
named La Machine who mistook my temporary 
sex partner's orgasms for suffering, and en- 
tered into protection mode. The above con- 
dition — in low gear — came complete with 
snarling jaws, foaming mouth and gnashing of 
Einstein-sharp teeth. Think the aliens — from 
the aptly-named movie Alien — moments be- 
fore they attacked. 

In cruise control, this state incorporated light 
nips at my nuts, as I pounded this deadly dog's 
master. For whatever reason, it was impera- 
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tive this killing machine — more efficient than 
a Navy Seal on street-purchased speed — be 
allowed to remain in the room, whilst I humped 
in 1 06 degree heat adjacent a broken air con- 
ditioner. 

After engaging in several rounds of coitus, I 
noted my ephemeral partner's fingertip-sized 
clit, and commented how I didn't need a GPS 
guidance system — as per my usual flounder- 
ing — in order to find her bliss button. To this, I 
was apprised said enhanced erogenous zone 
was resultant of testosterone the voluptuous 
woman beneath me had been taking the past 
two months. 

Being even less of a medical practitioner than 
Dr. Dre, I queried — employing technical jar- 
gon, "Isn't that the shit that builds up in a 
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guy's balls? Who would want an extra supply 
of crap from some dude's nuts?" 

"A female who wants to be male," replied this 
44-DDed wonder of womanly wares. 

Shocked like a squirrel eating through a power 
cord, my thoughts were as luminous as a Tim 
Leary overdose. 

"Well, good luck gettin' rid of those babies," I 
referred to her tits — which resembled twin 
cabbage heads grown in a carbon dioxide-rich 
environment. 

"I plan on having them removed," my gender- 
confused friend responded. 

Feeling the onset of tears, I queried, "Will you 
send 'em to me when you do?" 
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Less comical than a Yakov Smirnoff joke, my 
attempt at levity ended in strained laughter 
that was quickly replaced by more sex. 

Upon leaving this woman's apartment, I was 
five pounds lighter — due to the six quarts of 
sweat I'd expunged during intercourse. Still, I 
was satisfied I hadn't met her a year from now 
— at which point she may have disrobed, ex- 
posing a small, malformed penis. 

Holed up in a motel room that would be an en- 
tomologist 's wet dream, it was my third sep- 
arate encounter in a week, and each rendez- 
vous had been more strange than the previ- 
ous. 
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MOTHER TERESA 



Religion has actually convinced people 
that there's an invisible man living in the 
sky, who watches everything you do, 
every minute of every day. And the in- 
visible man has a special list of ten things 
he does not want you to do. And if you 
do any of these ten things, he has a spe- 
cial place, full of fire and smoke and burn- 
ing and torture and anguish, where he 
will send you to live, and suffer, and burn 
and choke and scream and cry forever and 
ever, 'til the end of time... 

But he loves you. [...] 

He loves you, and he needs money. 1 

— George Carlin 
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Mother Teresa has been called many things: a 
martyr, a living saint, an inspiration. But allow 
me be the first to call her a cunt. 

Too harsh? You have no problems referring to 
Adolf Hitler by that label, since he was a mass 
murderer. Well, so too was Mom T. Thus, why 
not afford her the same irreverence? 

How else should one refer to an individual who 
hoarded money — had more than she could 
count — and refused to spend it on the infirm 
and suffering? What about a personage who 
coerced others to agonize and die when their 
afflictions were easily treatable? How about a 
thief, ready to steal in order to stock her own, 
private cache? 

Well, Mother Teresa was all of the above, and 
so much more. Shall we add fraud to her list 



Mother Teresa 



63 



of accomplishments, since she convinced the 
majority of humans she was an appendage of 
some divine deity, although nothing could be 
further from the truth? 

You hear it all the time. The invocation of her 
name, as though it holds pious veneration we 
should all aspire to. 

"I'm caring, but I'm no Mother Teresa." 

"Like Mother Teresa, I try to do more good." 

"What would Mother Teresa do?" 

Why not disclose this cheat for what she was 
— solely another parlor trick in the bag of the 
Catholic Church to expand its membership of 
paying devotees? 
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The needle perforated the tenuous skin of the 
youth. His flesh was paper-thin, almost diaph- 
anous in the lackluster light of the Home for 
the Dying in Calcutta. This was headquarters 
for Mother Teresa. The teenage boy — suffer- 
ing from a malady easily curable at the hospi- 
tal down the road — was being allowed to rot 
and die, as per the aforementioned 's decree. 
By daybreak, he'd be dead. He wasn't the first, 
and so long as Mom T's foot soldiers were al- 
lowed to practice their perverted penitence, 
wouldn't be the last. 

Categorized the Missionaries of Charity (MC), 
Mother Teresa's followers are portrayed in a 
righteous light. In reality, their apotheosized 
leader, no better than a Marshall Applewhite 
or Jim Jones, instructed her adherents it was 
necessary they agonize to find redemption. 
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This contemptible woman's catalyst was suf- 
fering. She thought because we're told Jesus 
endured great pain in his death, we all should, 
too. Thus, we would become more Christ-like. 
By such a maniacal motivation, wouldn't our 
agony also make us more akin to murderers 
executed in the electric chair? 

Via Mother Teresa's logic, shouldn't those of 
us who suffer prior to death now all be closer 
to William Kemmler — a man who hacked his 
girlfriend to bits with an axe? A man who also 
endured insane amounts of pain when his ex- 
ecution was mismanaged. A man who fried to 
death for several minutes, causing the elec- 
tric chair chamber to wreak with the nauseat- 
ing stench of searing meat. 

By Mother Teresa's reasoning, shouldn't this 
convicted killer also be closer to Christ, since 
he suffered greatly? 
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This lunacy can be exemplified by a filmed in- 
terview with Mother Teresa, in which she re- 
lated an exchange she had with a cancer pa- 
tient. The individual in question was in the fi- 
nal stages of the disease, and agonizing im- 
mensely. Mommy T leaned in, asserting, "You 
are suffering like Christ on the cross. So Jesus 
must be kissing you." 

The anguished patient responded with, "Then 
please tell him to stop kissing me." 

While folks in Mother Teresa ' s care — or lack 
thereof — were dying in droves, provided in- 
sufficient medical treatment, this living saint 
was seen to by the finest of physicians, when 
she became ill. 

Mary Louden — who volunteered at the Home 
for the Dying — had the following to impart: 
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They're not being given a great deal of 
medical care. They're not being given pain- 
killers really beyond aspirin and maybe if 
you're lucky some Brufen or something, for 
the sort of pain that goes with terminal can- 
cer [...]. 

They didn't have enough drips. The needles 
they used and re-used over and over and 
over and you would see some of the nuns 
rinsing needles under the cold water tap. 
And I asked one of them why she was do- 
ing it and she said: "Well to clean it." And 
I said, "Yes, but why are you not sterilizing 
it; why are you not boiling water and steri- 
lizing your needles?" She said, "There's no 
point. There's no time." 

The first day I was there when I finished 
working in the women's ward I went and 
waited on the edge of the men's ward for 
my boyfriend, who was looking after a 
boy of fifteen who was dying, and an 

American doctor told me that she had 
been trying to treat this boy. And that 
he had a really relatively simple kidney 
complaint that had simply got worse and 
worse and worse because he hadn't had 
antibiotics. And he actually needed an op- 
eration. I don't recall what the problem was, 
but she did tell me. And she was so an- 
gry, but also very resigned which so many 
people become in that situation. And she 
said, "Well, they won't take him to hospi- 
tal." And I said: "Why? All you have to do 
is get a cab. Take him to the nearest hos- 
pital, demand that he has treatment. 
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Get him an operation." She said: "They 
don't do it. They won't do it. If they do it 
for one, they do it for everybody." And I 
thought — but this kid is fifteen. 



The aforementioned example — indicative of 
the adoration Mother Teresa bestowed upon 
her patients — may cause one to surmise the 
MC was broke. Little could be more incorrect. 



When asked how much money the Missionar- 
ies of Charity possesses, Sister Nirmala Joshi 
— Mother Teresa's successor — responded: 



Countless... Countless [...]. It is difficult, in 
a sense, to keep on counting all the time 
[...]. Only God knows. You can ask him. 



Susan Shields — who spent close to 1 0 years 
as a Missionary of Charity — asserted: 



Our bank account was already the size of 
a great fortune and increased with every 
postal service delivery. Around $50 mil- 
lion had collected in one checking account 
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in the Bronx... Those of us who worked in 
the office regularly understood that we were 
not to speak about our work. The donations 
rolled in and were deposited in the bank, 
but they had no effect on our ascetic lives or 
on the lives of the poor we were trying to help. 



Even though Mother Teresa made the follow- 
ing attestation: 



We have to do God's will in everything. We 
also take a special vow which other congre- 
gations don't take; that of giving whole- 
hearted free service to the poor. This vow 
means that we cannot work for the rich; nei- 
ther can we accept any money for the work we 
do. Ours has to be a free service, and to the 
poor. 



The fact is, the MC receives ample amounts 
of cash from bureaucracies, big business and 
affluent individuals. 



Over the years, Mother Teresa had been be- 
stowed innumerable awards — among them 
the Nobel Peace Prize, in addition to India's 
Prize of the Miraculous Lotus. These adula- 
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tions often garner a generous dollar amount, 
which the Missionaries of Charity retains in its 
treasury. 

In addition, according to Colette Livermore — 
1 1 year member of the MC — Mother Teresa 
was not above groveling. In fact, she'd send 
her stooges into the streets — pretending her 
institution was insolvent — to beg for hand- 
outs. Mother Teresa, herself, literally always 
had her palm presented to accept any dona- 
tion, large or small. 

Although the MC have stockpiled more than 
enough money to fund the finest medical fa- 
cilities in the land, they refuse proper treat- 
ment to those in need. Any credible medical 
institution would be indictable as a result. Be- 
cause we're talking an association under the 
auspices of the Church, this barbarity is over- 
looked. 
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The Home for the Dying is deluged with ema- 
ciated, agonizing individuals, given little more 
than cots for comfort — while the Missionar- 
ies of Charity has more money than it knows 
what to do with. All this while signs about the 
building read: "I am on my way to heaven." 

But the amassing of funds wasn't solely kept 
from those at death's door; it was also con- 
cealed from those seeking simple necessities, 
like roofs over their heads. Miss Elgy Gillespie 
— columnist and writer — experienced first- 
hand the push for pain Mother Teresa com- 
manded, when she visited a San Francisco af- 
filiate of the MC: 

Sent to cook in her hostel, tactfully named 
"The Gift of Love" (it is for homeless men 
with HIV), I found a dozen or so very sick 
men; but those who weren't very sick were 
exceptionally depressed, because they 
were not allowed to watch TV or smoke 
or drink or have friends over. Even when 
they were dying, close friends were not 
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allowed. They are never allowed to drink, 
even at the funerals of their friends and 
roommates [...]. 

A Guatemalan writer that I befriended 
there was desperate to get out, so a friend 
of mine who was also there adopted him 
for as long as she could. He became much 
sicker and when she begged him to go 
back because she couldn't mind him, he 
begged her to keep him because he knew 
they didn't medicate enough, or properly, and 
was afraid he would have to die without 
morphine. 



According to Susan Shields: 



In the Bronx, plans were being made to 
establish a new home for the poor. Many 
of the homeless were sick and needed 
more permanent accommodations than 
that offered by our night shelter. We had 
bought a large abandoned building from 
the city for one dollar. A co-worker of- 
fered to be the contractor and arranged 
for an architect to draw up plans for the 
renovations. Government regulations re- 
quired that an elevator be installed for 
the use of the disabled. Mother would not 
allow an elevator. The city offered to pay 
for the elevator. Its offer was refused. Af- 
ter all the negotiations and plans, the 
project for the poor was abandoned be- 
cause an elevator for the handicapped was 
unacceptable. 
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All this while the coffers of the MC were over- 
flowing with riches — cash the order was for- 
bade from spending either on the indigent, or 
themselves. 

Perhaps the most renowned donations to the 
Missionaries of Charity were made by Charles 
Keating. Said individual masterminded the in- 
famous 1 980s Savings and Loan opprobrium, 
during which he purloined exorbitant amounts 
of money from ignorant investors. What re- 
sulted was a bailout — using taxpayer cash — 
to the extent never before seen. 

In 1 992, Mr. Keating was indicted, and placed 
on trial for his duplicitous actions, but not be- 
fore granting roughly $1 ,250,000 to the MC. 
Keating provided money and a private jet to 
Mother Teresa, while the demented Albanian 
nun offered a falsely ethical reputation in ex- 
change. 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality" Comes Apart 



74 



In conclusion, Keating would be sentenced to 
prison, and Mother Teresa — knowing full-well 
the aforementioned donations were stolen — 
refused to return the cash. In addition, Mom T 
wrote a plea to the court seeking leniency on 
behalf of ol' Chaz. 



Mr. Paul Turley — Deputy District Attorney for 
Los Angeles, and Keating 's co-prosecutor — 
sent the following letter to Mother Teresa. He 
never received a response: 



I am a Deputy District Attorney in Los 
Angeles County and one of the persons 
who worked on the prosecution of your 
benefactor, Charles H. Keating, Jr. I read 
your letter to Judge Ito, written on behalf 
of Mr. Keating, which includes your admis- 
sion that you know nothing about Mr. Keat- 
ing's business or the criminal charges pre- 
sented to Judge Ito. I am writing to you to 
provide a brief explanation of the crimes of 
which Mr. Keating has been convicted, to 
give you an understanding of the source of 
the money that Mr. Keating gave to you, and 
to suggest that you perform the moral and 
ethical act of returning the money to its rightful 
owners. 
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Mr. Keating was convicted of defrauding 
17 individuals of more than $900,000. 
These 17 persons were representative of 
17,000 individuals from whom Mr. Keat- 
ing stole $252,000,000. Mr. Keating's 
specific acts of fraud were that he was 
the source of a series of fraudulent repre- 
sentations made to persons who bought 
bonds from his company and he also was 
the repository of crucial information which 
he chose to withhold from bond purchasers, 
thereby luring his victims into believing 
they were making a safe, low-risk invest- 
ment. In truth and in fact, their money was 
being used to fund Mr. Keating's exorbitant 
and extravagant lifestyle. 

The victims of Mr. Keating's fraud come from 
a wide spectrum of society. Some were 
wealthy and well-educated. Most were 
people of modest means and unfamiliar 
with high finance. One was, indeed, a poor 
carpenter who did not speak English and had 
his life savings stolen by Mr. Keating's fraud. 

The biblical slogan of your organization is 
"As long as you did it to one of these My 
least brethren. You did it to Me." The "least" 
of the brethren are among those whom Mr. 
Keating fleeced without flinching. As you well 
know, divine forgiveness is available to all, but 
forgiveness must be preceded by admission 
of sin. Not only has Mr. Keating failed to admit 
his sins and his crimes, he persists in self- 
righteously blaming others for his own 
misdeeds. Your experience is, admirably, 
with the poor. My experience has been with 
the "con" man and the perpetrator of the 
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fraud. It is not uncommon for "con" men 
to be generous with family, friends and 
charities. Perhaps they believe that their gen- 
erosity will purchase love, respect and for- 
giveness. However, the time when the pur- 
chase of "indulgences" was an acceptable 
method of seeking forgiveness died with 
the Reformation. No church, no charity, no 
organization should allow itself to be used 
as salve for the conscience of the criminal. We 
all are grateful that forgiveness is available but 
we all, also, must perform our duty. That in- 
cludes the Judge and the Jury. I remind myself 
of the biblical admonition of the Prophet Micah: 
"O man, what is good and what does the Lord 
require of you. To do justice, love mercy and walk 
humbly." 

We are urged to love mercy but we must do 
justice. 

You urge Judge Ito to look into his heart — as 
he sentences Charles Keating — and do what 
Jesus would do. I submit the same challenge to 
you. Ask yourself what Jesus would do if he 
were given the fruits of a crime; what Jesus 
would do if he were in possession of money 
that had been stolen; what Jesus would do 
if he were being exploited by a thief to ease 
his conscience? 

I submit that Jesus would promptly and un- 
hesitatingly return the stolen property to its 
rightful owners. You would do the same. You 
have been given money by Mr. Keating that 
he has been convicted of stealing by fraud. 
Do not permit him the "indulgence" he de- 
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sires. Do not keep the money. Return it to those 
who worked for it and earned it! 

If you contact me I will put you in direct con- 
tact with the rightful owners of the property 
now in your possession. 

Sincerely, 

Paul W. Turley 

Emily Lewis — a nurse who has spent much of 
her time toiling in Third World destinations — 
asked the pertinent question: 

Is it going too far to liken Mother Teresa to 
some of our infamous televangelists, turn- 
ing their audiences on to what is in God's 
heart and mind while encouraging and ac- 
cepting all donations? 

To paraphrase the late Christopher Hitchens, 
those in more affluent countries sleep much 
better at night believing — whether truthfully 
or not — someone is taking care of the poor. 
As a result, individuals in prosperous portions 
of the world tend to ask few questions when it 
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comes to the true stewardship of the impov- 
erished. Believing the Missionaries of Charity 
are helping — even if such isn't the case — is 
all we need. 

When it came down to it, Mother Teresa was 
no more than an exalted cult leader. Not only 
are patients of her convent coerced into pain 
and suffering, so too are nuns of the MC, who 
live in bare, impoverished conditions. While in 
their places of residence, it's mandatory sis- 
ters remain silent, except when taking meals. 
Besides their garment, "[s]oap, a comb, tooth- 
brush and paste" are all the necessities pro- 
vided them. Three hours a day are allotted to 
prayer. Novices to the order must wear chains 
with "inward-pointing spikes" to perforate the 
skin around their waist while praying in the morn- 
ing. It's compulsory neophytes whip their bare 
thighs a specific amount with "a knotted rope" 
in private bathrooms, following nightly meals. 
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All sisters eat a strictly regimented appropri- 
ation, and are provided no more, should they 
remain hungry. Dishes are washed with ash, 
as opposed to detergent. Showers are taken 
using a bucket — the same in which clothes 
are cleaned. 

Missionaries are coerced to speak the Rosary 
aloud, whilst in public, appearing like crazed 
cult members. Outside of specified religious 
texts, books are not allowed. Newspapers and 
television are forbidden. 

Familial bonds become tenuous, as families 
are permitted to visit sisters one day a month. 
Missionaries are not to call their loved ones, 
and can write them once every 30 days. 

Does the above sound more restricting than 
most maximum security prisons? Moreover, 
how does making people suffer help the poor? 
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So immovable were Mother Teresa's beliefs, 
she once claimed if given the choice between 
Galileo's assertion of heliocentrism and the 
contention of the Inquisition, she would have 
backed the Church. Recall, heliocentrism is 
the scientific fact Earth, and all other planets 
in this Solar system, revolve around the Sun. 
This cosmic truth was denied and suppressed 
by the Catholic authorities — who spuriously 
insisted, for over 200 years, all celestial bod- 
ies rotate around the planet on which we live. 

Although Mother Teresa professed to being a 
strict disciple of Catholicism, her private writ- 
ings reflect otherwise: 

When I try to raise my thoughts to heaven 
there is such convicting emptiness.... I am 
told God loves me — and yet the reality [is] 
of darkness and coldness. 

Mom T "wanted to 'tell the truth — that [she 
had] no faith' but remained silent. She felt Jesus 
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had left her alone to walk in the darkness." 2 

Mother Teresa asserted "She had so many 'un- 
answered questions' within her but she was 
'afraid to uncover them — because of the blas- 
phemy.' She prayed, 'If there be God please 
forgive me.'" 3 

How could anyone, with even a semblance of 
conscience, be witness to such suffering, and 
not wonder why God ' s been on a lunch break? 

What does it say about the Catholic church if 
the best it has to offer is a crook, a cult leader, 
an impostor and a serial killer? 
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TRENCH TALE #3 



And still life pushes on 

With or without you 

We've got to carry on 

Our will will guide us to 

A place where we belong 

Know there lies the truth 

I am the believer who gives purpose unto 
you 1 

— Dream Theater 
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Conversation at the bar was strained. Darrell 
sported twin hearing aids, and Betty was less 
talkative than a Mafia informant given the ul- 
timatum: silence or death. Plying the couple 
with quadruple Vodka Tonics, I asked enough 
vapid questions to warrant the opportunity to 
hump this Titanic-titted lass. 

"I'll be in the basement cleanin' my gun," were 
Darrell's parting words, before leaving me be- 
tween his naked wife's quivering thighs. 

"That was a sexual reference," I assured my- 
self countless times over. Luckily, I appeared 
to be scared stiff, as Betty played a tune on 
my trumpet. I'm sure this chick thought I was 
more lame than a bird with two broken wings. 
Still I beat the alternative: her 853rd consec- 
utive evening with an inflatable love doll re- 
sembling James Garner of The Rockford Files. 
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The mammoth bear skin rug over the bed was 
unnerving, especially after being informed it 
was one of Darrell's recent kills. 

Even so, the scene trumped my sole alterna- 
tive — a palm similar to a worn-out catcher's 
mitt, due to repeated use. 

The evening's other option had crumbled like 
a 1 ,000 year old saltine. Hours prior to meet- 
ing, she demanded I also hump hubby. When I 
asserted this wasn't a choice, said duo van- 
ished like a tear in the ocean. 

For two weeks, it seemed I'd been marketing 
myself online less effectively than an all-you- 
can-eat meat diner named Soylent Green. 

Then, gloriously, from out of nowhere — like 
a legal precedent shutting down the IRS — 
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appeared yet another guy wanting to watch 
his wife take peculiar penis. 

It had been a busy day, which began less pro- 
ductively than strolling into the next room of 
your house to determine if the weather's any 
different. Initially, I thought I might have been 
more successful mounting a ski trip to Kansas 
in summer. Still, here I was — atop the fourth 
female in 24 hours — aware I'd worked sedu- 
lously in order to get here. 

One store I'll never frequent is Big & Tall. Al- 
most as strapping as a female Mouseketeer, 
and nearly as attractive as a three-month old 
cadaver, a man like me must rely on other at- 
tributes in order to get laid. 

Hence, during the afternoon's trip to a swing 
venue, I resorted to strokin' sword in front of 
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a newbie we'll call Hot Honey. H-squared had 
her eyes glued on my skewer the entire time, 
and Hubby claimed he was desirous of watch- 
ing his wife devour strange sausage. 

In walks Navajo — a horny housewife seeking 
sex. I performed whatever magic this broken- 
down Doug Henning has left in his 5' 6" inch 
frame, and found myself nude, atop this new- 
comer, on the Sheets of Shame. All the while, 
H-squared and Hubby observed the proceed- 
ings in horror, mere inches away, as I flopped 
around like an epileptic having a seizure. 

Akin to a couple of beaten-to-shit oil derricks, 
Navajo and I pumped until the location closed, 
at which point I gathered my belongings and 
headed for the parking lot. There, Hot Honey 
and Hubby inquired if I'd like to get a room at 
a nearby motel. 
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It was at this point, I learned Hubby was over- 
coming jealousy issues, but hopeful he could 
keep himself in check. 

Hesitantly, I rented a room at a regional Motel 
Sex. Ten minutes in, I was dining at the Young 
Men's Christian Association, as Hubby was re- 
ceiving what seemed to be unrivaled oral ful- 
fillment from Hot Honey. 

I asked if I could place my insignificant instru- 
ment inside Hubby's wife, to which he replied, 
"Let me fuck her one last time, in case she no 
longer wants me afterward." 

Trouble was a brewin' like the morning menu 
at Starbucks. 

I continued cautiously, whilst Hubby humped 
his wife. It was an agonizing affair, as though 



Trench Tale #3 



89 



he'd convinced himself she wouldn't be the 
same after having me inside her. I failed to in- 
form him women fall asleep on me, bored into 
an hypnotic state, as I penetrate. 

When Hubby tossed me his woman, I could tell 
things were more turbulent than the ocean in 
The Perfect Storm. Hot Honey had already faked 
two orgasms on my tongue, and asserted she 
was enjoying things. 

The lass was virgin tight. A minute in, Hubby 
inquired if she'd ever taken a cock as large as 
mine. To this, Hot Honey responded, "No." 

I silently surmised this woman must've been 
living on an island of pygmies her entire life. 

Hubby's expression didn't forebode anything 
but a derailing roller coaster from there on out. 
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Two minutes in, H-squared announced, "I'm 
gonna cum, Daddy! I'm gonna fuckin' cum!" 

Hubby swiftly pushed me off his wife, deliver- 
ing uppercuts to his own head. Hot Honey in- 
tervened, halting her man's bombardment of 
self-abuse. I fled to the other bed, frightened 
like a — well, a 5' 6" dork in a room of angry, 
normal-sized people 

Within moments, Hubby was clothed and rac- 
ing out the door, whilst Hot Honey was apolo- 
gizing profusely to me. 

Unnerved, I was still exceptionally horny and 
headed for another swing venue, where I met 
Martha — somewhere in her 60s, and new to 
the whole scene. Following a generous grope 
in the pool, this dainty dame hit the orgy bed. 
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I entered the on-deck circle after she faked a 
good one on my tongue. 

Suiting up, I slid inside — thinking about starv- 
ing children, dying dogs and baseball for the 
next 20 minutes. Finally, this beautiful babe 
yelled, "Uncle," proceeded to purge herself in 
the bathroom, and cleanse maniacally in the 
shower, whilst screaming, "I feel so dirty! I'm 
so goddamned unclean\" 

With a half hour left in the day — and Martha 
gone — it seemed I was more likely to find a 
"Be Kind, Rewind!" sticker on a factory DVD 
player, than to encounter further action. 

In walks a living porn goddess, sporting more 
ink than The Sunday Times, and hornier than 
an 80 year old virgin discovering her G-spot. 
This concupiscent kitty went straight for the 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality " Comes Apart 92 



bed with her significant other — who resem- 
bled a stressed Bronson Pinchot, post-Perfect 
Strangers. 

The lass in question proceeded to finger her- 
self like the only suspect of a crime. 

Hankering to catch the matinee, I pulled-up a 
front row seat, and grabbed my hotdog. 

"Cum for me!" she demanded. 

I told her I wouldn't wish that upon my worst 
enemy — which, in fact, is whatever seems 
to be hindering Richard Marx from mounting a 
comeback — but, in this case, I made an ex- 
ception. 
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— EPILOGUE 



I don't get all choked up about yellow ribbons 
and American flags. I consider them to be 
symbols, and I leave symbols to the symbol- 
minded. 1 

— George Carlin 
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Here's a question: Wouldn't those ubiquitous 
Coexist 2 bumper stickers be more relevant if 
they included a Nazi swastika or KKK logo? If 
you're proposing harmony amongst all, why 
are symbols solely acceptable to mainstream 
morons used in these myopic marketing ploys? 

Muslims, peace activists, men, women, Jews, 
Wiccans, Confucians and Christians are rep- 
resented on the Coexist sticker, but wouldn't 
the swastika make a better "X" than a Jewish 
star? And how about that creepy Ku Klux Klan 
cross in place of the Christian one connoting 
the "T." Flip the Communist Soviet Union sick- 
le around, and it becomes a great "C." Satan- 
ism's upside-down pentagram, encased in a 
circle, works beautifully as the "0." 

Not only is the Coexist bumper sticker — like 
most everything else in the current human 
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paradigm — designed to generate cash, it has 
nothing to do with the message we're told it 
represents. 

To a citizen of Fantasyland — intent on being 
delusional — the Coexist marketing ploy is a 
wonderful way to unify people the world over. 
In truth, religion — represented by five of the 
seven symbols — has sequestered almost as 
much of humanity as the monetary system. 
More importantly, religion is to blame for in- 
numerable deaths — from the Crusades, 3 to 
the Inquisition, 4 to holy wars, 5 to 300 years 
of bloodshed concerning Christianity's incep- 
tion. 

Why not be truthful and replace the "S" in the 
bumper sticker with the "$" symbol, as that's 
what this obvious advertisement is about. 
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To most, Nazi swastikas denote evil, but if we 
all adhered to everything the Catholic Church 
told us, humans would still believe the Sun, as 
well as planets in this Solar System, revolved 
around the Earth. Hence, no space program, 
nor interplanetary travel. No Hubble nor Kepler 
telescopes providing us imperative views into 
the Universe surrounding us. Thus, no hope to 
save our species, should we someday need to 
evacuate Earth. 

Money isn't wealth; knowledge is. 6 Money in- 
carcerates, whilst knowledge frees. 

Find yourself on a deep space journey, during 
which you lose communication with mission 
control. Additionally, your rocket engines — 
crucial for return — are faltering. Would you 
rather be graced with a commodious accu- 
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mulation of cash, or knowledge regarding 
how to fix your dilemma? 

It's extremely plausible money has no signifi- 
cance anywhere but Earth. 

This book is an attempt to shed light on real- 
ity — which, for humanity, hides behind a mo- 
rass of illusion. Face facts. Most individuals in 
the U.S. are more stressed-out about Ashton 
Kutcher substituting Chuck Sheen in Two and 
a Half Men than an out of control nuclear pow- 
er plant that's been drowning them in radioac- 
tive fallout since March, 201 1 J Then again, 
most humans still believe voting is an impor- 
tant activity. 
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— NOTES — 



— INTRODUCTION — 



1. BILL HICKS. "It's just a ride." 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iMUiwTubYuO 



2. FULLER, BUCKMINSTER R. (1969). Operating 
Manual for Spaceship Earth. Southern Illinois 
University Press. ISBN: 0671780468 



3. SMITH, GAR. (2012). Nuclear Roulette: The Truth 
About the Most Dangerous Energy Source on Earth. 
Chelsea Green Publishing. ISBN: 9781603584340 



4. INTO ETERNITY 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=egesLVIaqDo 



5. CARL SAGAN. Pale Blue Dot 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=luAteAz3WQ0 



ENLIGHTENMENT 



1. BILL HICKS. "A lot of Christians [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=17INs9EFOYI 



2. ZEITGEIST: ADDENDUM 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1gKX9TWRyfs 
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3. ZEITGEIST: MOVING FORWARD 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4Z9WVZddH9w 



4. ZEITGEIST: THE MOVIE 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OrHeg77LF4Y 



HUMANITY: THE GRAND ILLUSION 



1. STYX. The Grand Illusion 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n062scTZ7Qk 



2. NEAR-EARTH OBJECTS 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Near-Earth_asteroid 



3. BILL HICKS 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MwF9Bm68GOk 



4. BILL HICKS 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=alrRz83kOzs 



5. DILORENZO, THOMAS, J. (2006). Lincoln 
Unmasked: What You're Not Supposed to Know About 
Dishonest Abe. Three Rivers Press. ISBN: 0307338428 



6. JACQUE FRESCO 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OnkCww2ZeVs 
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7. ANDREW JACKSON 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/lndian_Removal_Act 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Trail_of_Tears 



8. WWW.EVILBIBLE.COM 

http://www.evilbible.com/Murder.htm 



9. WWW.EVILBIBLE.COM 

http://www.evilbible.com/Rape.htm 



10. INTO ETERNITY 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=egesLVIaqDo 



11. SMITH, GAR. (2012). Nuclear Roulette: The Truth 
About the Most Dangerous Energy Source on Earth. 
Chelsea Green Publishing. ISBN: 9781603584340 



WORLD TRADE CENTER 7 



1. GEORGE CARLIN. "You have owners. [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rsL6mKxtOIQ 



2. GRIFFIN, DAVID RAY. (2010). The Mysterious 
Collapse of World Trade Center 7: Why the Official Report 
About 9/1 1 in Unscientific and False. Olive Branch 

PreSS. ISBN: 9781566567862 



3. IBID. 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality" Comes Apart 



102 



TRENCH TALE #2 



1. VAN halen. Mine All Mine 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IVH7mHldMOo 



2. AL GORE CREATES THE INTERNET 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BnFJ8cHAIco 



MOTHER TERESA 



1. GEORGE carlin. "Religion has actually [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8Po_AhPg10c 



2. LIVERMORE, COLETTE. (2008). Hope Endures: 
Leaving Mother Teresa, Losing Faith, and Searching for 
Meaning. Free Press. ISBN: 9781416593614 



3. IBID. 



TRENCH TALE #3 



1. DREAM THEATER. Blind Faith 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qMFPqSxDdHs 
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— EPILOGUE — 

1. GEORGE carlin. "I don't get all choked up [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dDw-zFFhFgc 

2. COEXIST BUMPER STICKERS 

http://chicagoboyz.net/archives/18000.html 

http://www.carryabigsticker.com/coexist_earth.htm 

3. THE CRUSADES 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_crusades 

4. THE INQUISITION 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/lnquisition 

5. HOLY WARS 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Holy_wars 

6. FULLER, BUCKMINSTER R. (1983). Grunch of 
Giants. Design Science Press. ISBN: 9781607027591 

7. SMITH, GAR. (2012). Nuclear Roulette: The Truth 
About the Most Dangerous Energy Source on Earth. 
Chelsea Green Publishing. ISBN: 9781603584340 
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— ABOUT THE AUTHOR — 



1. BILL HICKS. "Hey, buddy. We're Christians [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fv49_YZUt3k 



105 



— BIBLIOGRAPHY — 



— INTRODUCTION — 



• Books • 



FULLER, BUCKMINSTER R. (1969). Operating 
Manual for Spaceship Earth. Southern Illinois 
University Press. ISBN: 0671780468 



SMITH, GAR. (2012). Nuclear Roulette: The Truth 
About the Most Dangerous Energy Source on Earth. 
Chelsea Green Publishing. ISBN: 9781603584340 



• Movies • 



INTO ETERNITY. Dir. Michael Madsen. Perfs.Timo 
Aikas, Carl Reinhold Brakenhjelm. DVD, 2010 



• Online Movies • 



INTO ETERNITY 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IPaT8io_R0l 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality" Comes Apart 



106 



ENLIGHTENMENT 



• Movies • 



ZEITGEIST: ADDENDUM. Dir. Peter Joseph. Perfs. 
Jacque Fresco, John Perkins. DVD, 2008 



ZEITGEIST: MOVING FORWARD. Dir. Peter Joseph. 
Perfs. Gabor Mate, Robert Sapolsky. DVD, 2011 



ZEITGEIST: THE MOVIE. Dir. Peter Joseph. Perfs. 
George Carlin, Bill Hicks, Jordan Maxwell. DVD, 2007 



• Online Movies • 



ZEITGEIST: ADDENDUM 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1gKX9TWRyfs 



ZEITGEIST: MOVING FORWARD 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4Z9WVZddH9w 



ZEITGEIST: THE MOVIE 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OrHeg77LF4Y 



Bibliography 



107 



HUMANITY: THE GRAND ILLUSION 



• Books • 



DILORENZO, THOMAS, J. (2006). Lincoln 
Unmasked: What You're Not Supposed to Know About 
Dishonest Abe. Three Rivers Press. ISBN: 0307338428 



SMITH, GAR. (2012). Nuclear Roulette: The Truth 
About the Most Dangerous Energy Source on Earth. 
Chelsea Green Publishing. ISBN: 9781603584340 



• Movies • 



INTO ETERNITY. Dir. Michael Madsen. Perfs.Timo 
Aikas, Carl Reinhold Brakenhjelm. DVD, 2010 



• Online Movies • 



INTO ETERNITY 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IPaT8io_R0l 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality" Comes Apart 



108 



WORLD TRADE CENTER 7 



• Books • 



GRIFFIN, DAVID RAY. (2010). The Mysterious 
Collapse of World Trade Center 7: Why the Official Report 
About 9/1 1 in Unscientific and False. Olive Branch 

PreSS. ISBN: 9781566567862 



• Movies • 



9/11: BLUEPRINT FOR TRUTH — THE 
ARCHITECTURE OF DESTRUCTION. Dir. Ken 
Jenkins. Perfs. Richard Gage, David Ray Griffin. DVD, 

2008 



9/11: EXPLOSIVE EVIDENCE — EXPERTS SPEAK 
OUT. Dir. Richard Gage. Perfs. David Ray Griffin, Niels 
Harrit, Robert E. McCoy, Tom Sullivan. DVD, 2012 



9/11: PRESS FOR TRUTH. Dir. Ray Nowosielski. 
Perfs. Kristen Breitweiser, Patty Casazza, Mindy 
Kleinberg, Lorie Van Auken. DVD, 2006 



• Online Movies • 



9/11: BLUEPRINT FOR TRUTH — THE 
ARCHITECTURE OF DESTRUCTION 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OQgVCj7q49o 



Bibliography 



109 



9/11: EXPLOSIVE EVIDENCE — EXPERTS SPEAK 
OUT 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ddz2mw2vaEg 

9/11: PRESS FOR TRUTH 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_AJ056AjqdO 



MOTHER TERESA 



• Books • 



HITCHENS, CHRISTOPHER. (1995). The Missionary 
Position: Mother Teresa in Theory and Practice. Twe I ve . 

ISBN: 9781455523009 



LIVERMORE, COLETTE. (2008). Hope Endures: 
Leaving Mother Teresa, Losing Faith, and Searching for 
Meaning. Free Press. ISBN: 97814165936-14 



• Online Movies • 



HELL'S ANGEL 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9WQ0i3nCx60 

HELL'S ANGEL 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iKkcDgeYBdk 

HELL'S ANGEL 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qGuzFUeDDgY 



Unraveled: When the Fabric of "Reality" Comes Apart 



110 



SHAMING MOTHER TERESA 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=30XdrOLT7J4 



— EPILOGUE — 



• Books • 



FULLER, BUCKMINSTER R. (1983). Grunch of 
Giants. Design Science Press. ISBN: 9781607027591 

SMITH, GAR. (2012). Nuclear Roulette: The Truth 
About the Most Dangerous Energy Source on Earth. 
Chelsea Green Publishing. ISBN: 978I603584340 



Ill 



— ABOUT THE AUTHOR — 



"Hey, buddy. We're Christians. We don't like what 
you said." 

I said, "Then forgive me." 1 

- Bill Hicks 
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Who cares? 

Someday, the author will disappear like good 
breath at a garlic festival. Whomever penned 
this publication isn't important. The facts and 
ideas provided herein are. 

This is true of us all. 
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— AUTHOR'S NOTE — 

The Internet will become stagnant when one 
discovers an obese Nazi concentration camp 
prisoner. Hence, don't expect Web addresses 
active today to be so tomorrow. 

As of the writing of this work, all Web locales 
provided herein were accessible. 



